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I 


Author's Notes: 
Also: Mention of Bert McCracken from The Used, implied Gerard/Bert. 


Frank laughed with delight and set the remote aside, lighting another cigarette and settling in for the duration 
He stretched out on the couch, resting his head against the arm. On the screen, a mysterious man covered in 
bandages struggled to pull open a tavern door. He stumbled against the blustery snow, then swung it open. The 


conversation and merriment inside stopped immediately. Everyone stared at the freak. 


In the hallway outside, there was the smooth whir of the dead-bolt retracting. Frank tilted his head back and 


watched Gerard walk toward him upside-down. 
"How'd it go?" Frank asked as Gerard stalked by, oblivious to the television as well as the bounty of junk food 
on the coffee table in front of him. Gerard raised one hand in an angry, jerking gesture and threw his jacket 


across the chair in the suite's living area. No, no talking right now. 


"| need a fucking shower." Heavy footsteps down the plush carpeted hallway, the unnecessary slamming of the 


bathroom door. 


When the water started, Frank grabbed the remote and turned the volume up to cut the obvious tension. The 
Invisible Man had terrified him when he was a kid. Jack Griffin, with his bandaged face and wicked, cackling 
laughter, was his ultimate nightmare. You would never see the attack coming if he decided to kill you naked. 


Young Frank spent a lot of time worrying about an invisible, naked man in his closet. 

Mid-twenties Frank also wondered if he wasn't a little bit psychic at the age of 6. 

"Shove down." Gerard's voice was thick, like he'd been crying. Before Frank could look up and confirm this, 
Gerard had killed the lights, bathing them in the smooth, chemical glow of the television. LCD was great and all, 
but in Frank's opinion it cheapened the experience of watching old movies - Classics. Things always seemed more 


sinister on the imperfect, convex-screened console TVs of his youth. 


"What's all this?" Gerard said as Frank sat up to make room, resting the balls of his feet on the edge of the 


ornate glass coffee table. 
"Is snacks, stupid. | didn't know what you'd be in the mood for.” 


Gerard sifted through the junk food on the table. Snickers bars, MMs, Twizzlers, Mike#lkes, Ho-Hos, single- 
serving packs of Oreos - all of his favorites piled high beside two wine goblets full of milk 


"Did you mug the vending machine?" Gerard asked, leaning forward to grab a box of Oreos and a glass of milk. 


The condensation dripped down the side of the glass, leaving a ring on the table. 
‘| used quarters and room service. Gerard," Frank said impatiently, "How was it, already?" 
Gerard sat down carefully, holding the glass high. "It was okay. Good. Their new album is good" 


The Invisible Man unpacked his things in the small room, calbrating the apparatus needed in an attempt fo return 


himself fo normal 

Frank's eyes slid to Gerard, eyebrows raised slightly. He was trying to be non-judgmental about Gerard's 
sudden willingness to not only see Bert McCracken, but to sit in his hotel room and listen to the first copy of 
The Used's new album with him. He pictured them sitting side by side on the hotel bed, staring blankly ahead 


as the noise raged around them. 


He also pictured them falling backwards on the mattress, legs tangled, writhing. Frank blinked, focusing on the 
television. That was not a thought he could entertain for long. 


"Good for what? Stop being so fucking vague, or I'm taking back the Oreos." 


Gerard sighed in mock-pissiness, but his face remained neutral. He dunked a cookie, then took a big gulp of milk, 


working out what he wanted to say. "Well, it's good for insulting me, | guess. It sucks that my favorite of their 
albums has to be the Big Breakup Extravaganza" 


Gerard submerged another cookie, this time offering it to Frank who shook his head. "Vegan." 

"Oreos are vegan." 

"Mik isnt. And no one's exactly sure what that creme center might be made of. What if it's animal semen?" 
"Then you've had it plenty of times before." 


Frank laughed and pointed to the television, where the Invisible Man took out an innkeeper by knocking him down 
the stairs. "Oooh, snap!" 


"Would you, if you could?" Gerard asked, tossing the Oeros onto the table and grabbing the package of 
Twizzlers instead. He peeled two off, slapping Frank in the hand with them to hear him yelp, then tossed them 
into his lap. He took another for himself. 


"Would | what?" Frank asked, eyes fixed on the screen, chewing. 
"Would you want to be invisible? 
Frank swallowed his Twizzler. "There are pros and cons to that." 


"Pros would be?" 


"Being able to kill Bert McCracken without witnesses. One shot of Monocaine and that fucker would be 
eviscerated onstage. And then I'd get Jepha and Quinn next. For everything they've done to you." There. Out 
Frank turned to Gerard and smiled sheepishly, but Gerard's eyes hadn't moved from the screen. He was 


unreadable. 


Let's see -" Gerard began softly, "In the course of one album, he told the world about my crippling self- 
consciousness, our tragic fucking end, my overdose, the way he tried to get me back, the way he tried to ruin 


my life, the way he thinks | lied to him, and my personal struggles with various inner demons." 


"Is that all?" Frank said, still chewing. Honestly, Frank could never understand why Gerard was so compassionate 
when dealing with those who had wronged him. Frank's idea of compassion was to knock them out with a beer 
bottle to the head before he kicked their ribs in. Studying Gerard's profile in the flickering light, he was 
overcome with a wave of tenderness toward his best friend. How can you ever think youre not good enough for 
anybody, is what | want to know? Frank looked away. He could never ask that question. That was supposed to be 
a huge secret, Gerard's vulnerability. No one was supposed to peer through the cracks in the facade, to see 


the self-hatred and ugliness beneath. 


"Oh," Gerard said, nibbling the end of another Twizzler. "He either called me fat, or weak, or some combination 


of the two? The line was, You bleed just like you puke from running a mile" 


Frank was quiet for a moment. On television, there was another psycho, entirely invisible but with the power to 
wreak as much havoc as he wanted. "What | don't understand, G," Frank said softly, "Is why you bother to 
entertain him at all. Of course he wants under your skin. And if he can make a little money to feed his monkey 
while doing it, so be it" He grabbed his pack of cigarettes, lighting two and handing one to Gerard. "You- You're 
better than he is. Don't forget that." 


Gerard laughed, humorless and hoarse. "And he couldn't even fuck with me in original ways. He ripped off our 
fucking lyrics, wrote a song about zombies, and for his main insult song or whatever, they stole every single 


Rob Zombie guitar cliché known to man" 


Frank giggled then, covering his mouth with his hand. He rolled his eyes to Gerard and nudged him. "What does 


he call you in that one?" 
"Pretty handsome awkward Its also the title of the song. He should have just called it Jarred" 


"I think you're pretty and handsome," Frank whispered. "And you're only awkward when | do fhis-" Frank leaned 
over and pressed his lips to Gerard's cheek. Gerard ducked his head, smiling. 


"Frankie, thanks. For this, and for listening, and for everything." 
Frank snorted, patting Gerard's thigh. His hand stayed just above his knee, fingers splayed. 


lm there because | love you and | want you to know how really amazing you are. And you fucking had your 


reasons for doing what you did to him. He screwed you over first, remember? * 

When Gerard didn't respond, Frank turned to face him. "Remember?" he prodded 

"Yeah" 

"And | would never want to be invisible because you need to be able to see me and know that | love you most, 


regardless of all the other shit life throws at us. People come and go, Gee. But you will always see my face. 


Now shut the fuck up about Bert McCracken and watch the movie. This is the best part" 


